Days, when in after leisure, content to rest we lay,
Nights, when her lips* soft pressure drained all my life away*

And while we sat together, beneath the Babul trees,
The fragrant, sultry weather cooled by the river breeze,
If passion faltered ever, and left the senses free,
We heard the tireless river descending to the sea.

I know not where she wandered, or went in after days,
Or if her youth she squandered in Love's more doubtful

ways.

Perhaps, beside the river, she died, still young and fair;
Perchance the grasses quiver above her slumber there.

At Kotri, by the river, maybe I too shall sleep
The deep that lasts for ever, too deep for dreams; too deep.
Maybe among the shingle and sand of floods to be
Her dust sad mine may mingle and float away to sea*

Ah Kotri, by the river, when evening's sun is low,
Your faint reflections quiver, your golden ripples glow.
You knew, oh Kotri river, that love which could not last
For me your palms still shiver with passions of the past.